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had its tail tied up with red tape. This I took to be a form of
decoration, and when we went butting in among the hounds
the Master, who was a blood-and-thunder man, shouted to
my " owner " :
" Can't you keep your woman in order ? "
He was that sort of a man, and one had not to be offended.
Almost as much as a good run I enjoyed the weary home-
coming in the misty dusks.
My family considered that I was doing " no good " in Ireland.
They had no intention whatever of my marrying a country
neighbour. I was the only daughter among three sisters, and
they entertained quite different projects for me. I must be
" given a chance," they said, and so in the spring of the year
before I was seventeen they brought me to London.
An economic crisis had obliged us to sell our big house in
Chesham Place, and we took instead a small one in Great
Cumberland Place. My aunt, Jennie Churchill, had No. 35A
opposite, and Leonie Leslie had No. 10. Jennie looked at me
in a kind of overhauling way and said I must pull in my waist
and put up my hair. I was still growing; so my dresses had
to have big turned up hems. It was the fashion for them to
touch the ground and for collars to be kept up by whalebones
that dug into one's neck. Veils were worn—it was like being
in a cage. I was a wild animal being tamed. The taming
process outlasted the London season. I was ill-prepared for
this " coming out." I knew nobody, and had no girl friends.
I had never danced, and apart from the opera in Darmstadt
had never been to a theatre. I was shy, apprehensive, lacking
in self-confidence and conscious of my lack of education*
I tried to please and I tried to feel pleased, but it was not a
success. I stood in ball-room doorways longing to be hidden
in the crowd, cursing my conspicuous height and shrinking
from introductions.
There are certain old waltz tunes that still bring back to me
the sensation of walking up a flowered staircase, the babble
of voices and the glittering gaiety that accentuated my sense
of isolation. Whenever at ten o'clock at night I had to dress
for a ball, my nightie lying alongside my gala dress seemed to

